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PREFACE 



TO THE FIRST AMERICAN EDITION. 



BY CHARLES FOLLEN. 



This little book is dedicated to parents and 
children. Most of the poems were written with 
no other hope, than that they would instruct or 
please some child. The pleasure they have given 
in a limited circle, has tempted the writer to 
print them. Some have never before appeared 
in public, but most of them have been already 
published in different works — some few, without 
the author's knowledge. 

It will be found that these poems are intended 
for children of different ages and characters. It 
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PREFACE TO THE FIBST AMERICAN EDITION. 

* 

may be objected to the book, fiat gay and seri- 
ous pieces are bound up together ; but so it is in 
human life and human nature, and it is essential 
to the healthftil action of a child's mind that it 
should be so. The smiles that overtakes its tears, 
is as necessary to the child, as the sun after a 

it, a bUght will fall upon the opening blossom. 

The natural love that all have for their literary 
offspring, perhaps, first induced the author to 
bring the stray little family together. This mo- 
tive was strengthened by the hope that children 
might love the book, and that she might have the 
pleasure of seeing it among their treasures, with 
the comers of the leaves well worn by their little 
fingers, and perhaps sometimes placed upon the 
pillow where ** angels hover round.** 

This success, which must secure to her also 
the approbation of parents, she does aspire after, 
and most earnestly desire; this, and this alone, 
will satisfy her — ^without this, she would be the 
first to pronounce it an unworthy offering. 
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PREFACE 



TO THE PRESENT ENGLISH EDITION. 



I EBTAIN the preface to the first American edi- 
tion of these little poems^ as it gives the reasons 
which induced me to publish them ; and because 
I know there are many hearts in England^ who 
will value the book for the sake of him who 
introduced it to the public. 

In these volumes are many pieces not con- 
tained in the first edition^ and some that have 
never been printed before. These last have been 
written in the land of my forefathers, whence 
come the songs which American childre^ lisp in 
the nursery, and whence is derived the poetical 
education of their after-lives. 



PREFACE TO THE PRESENT ENGLISH EDITION. ' 
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I cherish the hope that my little verses may be 
as popular with English children, as they have 
been with my young friends at home ; that they 
may remind them that far over the wide waters 
dwells a great family of young cousins, speaking 
the same language, repeating the same cradle 
rhymes, and singing the same hymns of praise to 
the great Father of all ; that thus they may help 
to teach the divine lesson — ^* Little children, love 
one another." 



Eliza Lee Follen. 



London^ November ^ 1853. 
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THE LARK. 



.** From the sky the gladsome Lark 



Warbles his heayen-toned song.'* — Obahamk. 



li(mits Slit ^arnit ^nigs. 



'•SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME UNTO 

ME.'' 

JLiET little children come to me," — 
This is what the Saviour said ; 
Little children, come and see 

Where these gracious words are read. 

Often on these pages look, — 

Of the love of God they tell ; 
'Tis indeed a holy book, — 

Learn to read and love it welL 



THE LARK. 

Thus you hear the Saviour speak, — 
*^ Come ye all and learn of me ;" 

He was gentle, lowly, meek, — 
So should all His followers be. 

When our Saviour from above. 
From his Father did descend — 

He took them in His arms of love. 

And children knew Him for their friend. 

All little children Jesus blessed, — 
Blessed in innocence they are ; 

Little children He caressed ; 

Praise Him in your infant prayer. 




PRAISE TO GOD. 

Praise to God I O, let us raise 
From our hearts a song of praise ! 
Of that goodness let us sing 
Whence our lives and blessings spring. 

Praise to Him who made the light. 
Praise to Him who gave us sight. 
Praise to Him who formed the ear ; 
Will He not His children hear? 



HTMNS AND SACBED SONGS. 

Praise Him for our happy hours, 
Praise Him for our varied powers — 
For these thoughts that rise above. 
For these hearts He made for love ; 

For the voice He placed within. 
Bearing witness when we sm ; 
Praise to Him whose tender care 
Keeps this watchful guardian there. 

Praise His mercj that did send 
Jesus for our guide and friend ; 
Praise Him, every heart and voice. 
Him who makes all worlds rejoice. 



"THE LORD 18 MY STRENGTH." 

Almighty Father ! I am weak. 
But thou wilt strengthen me, 

If from my heart I humbly seek 
For help and light from Thee. 

When I am tempted to do wrong. 

Then, Father, pity me. 
And make my failing virtue strong; 

Help me to think of Thee ! 
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Let Christian courage guard my youth ; 

That courage give to me 
Which ever speaks and acts the truth, 

And puts its trust in Thee. 




HYMN FOR A LITTLE BOY. 

W HAT, mother, makes it seem to me, 
When I am all alone, 
As if some one could hear and see. 
And all my thoughts were known ? 

" Sometimes it makes me very glad. 

And dance and sing with joy ; 
Sometimes it makes me very sad. 

And frights your little boy. 

*^ O, tell me, mother, tell me why ; 

For I have never known 
Why 'tis I laugh, or why I cry. 

When I am all alone." 

" My child, you never are alone ; 

There is a watchful eye. 
To which your very thoughts are known ; 

'Tis God is ever nigh. 



HTMNS AND SACRED BONOS. 

*' He made your little heart for joy. 

He tunes your happy song ; 
O, then, my little timid boy. 

Fear only doing wrong. 

^* For He who makes your heart so glad, 

Who bids the good be gay. 
With the same love will make it sad. 

Whene'er you disobey. 

" He is our Father, and He hears 
Your weakest, faintest prayer ; 

He wipes away an infant's tears. 
And children are His care." 



" THY WILL BE DONE." 

JiLOW sweet to be allowed to pray 

To God, the Holy One, 
With filial love and trust to say, — 

" Father, Thy will be done I" 

We in these sacred words can find 

A cure for every ill ; 
They calm and soothe the troubled mind. 

And bid all care be still. 




THE LARK. 

O, let that will, which gave me breath 

And an immortal sonl. 
In joy or grief, in Kfe or death. 

My every wish control I 

O, could my heart thus ever pray. 

Thus imitate Thy Son I 
Teach me, O God, with truth to say,-— 

** Thy will, not mine, be done I " 




GOD IS LOVE. 

W ILL God, who made the earth and sea, 

The night, and shmmg day. 
Regard a little child like me. 

And listen when I pray ? 

If I am hungry, poor, and cold. 

Then will He hear my cry ? 
And when I shall be sick and old, 

O, then will God be nigh ? 

Yes ; in His holy word we read 

Of His xmfailing love ; 
And when His mercy most we need. 

His mercy He will prove. 
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HTMNS AND SACRED SONGS. 

To those who seek Him he is near ; 

He looks upon the hearty 
And from the humble and sincere 

He never will depart 

He sees our thoughts^ our wishes knows^ 
He hears our faintest prayer ; 

Where'er the faithful Christian goes^ 
He finds his Father there. 

Obedient children need not fear ; 

God is a faithful friend. 
And when no other help is near. 

He will deliverance send. 

Then fear not hunger, cold, or pain. 

But fear to disobey 
That power which does your life sustain. 

And guards you every day. 



THE GOOD BOY'S HYMN ON GOING TO BED. 

JlLOW sweet to lay my weary head 
Upon my quiet little bed. 
And feel assured, that all day long 
I have not knowingly done wrong I 




THE LABK. 

How sweet to hear my mother say, 
" You have been very good to-day I" 
How sweet to see my father's joy 
When he can say, " My dear, good boy !" 

How sweet it is my thoughts to send 
To many a dear-loved distant friend. 
And feel, if they my heart could see. 
How very happy they would be I 

How sweet to think that He whose love 
Made all these shining worlds above 
My pure and happy heart can see. 
And loves a little boy like me» 




SABBATH DAY*. 

JlLOW sweet upon this sacred day. 
The best of all the seven. 

To cast our earthly thoughts away. 
And think of God and heaven I 

How sweet to be allowed to pray 
Our sins may be forgiven ; 

With filial confidence to say, 
" Father, who art in heaven 1" 
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With humble hope to bend the knee^ 
And, free from folly's leaven. 

Confess that we have strayed from thee. 
Thou righteous Judge in heaven 1 

And if to make all sin depart 
In vain the will has striven. 

He who regards the inmost heart 
Will send his grace from heaven. 

If from the bosom that is dear 

By cold unkindness driven. 
The heart that knows no refuge here 

Shall find a friend in heaven. 

Then hail, thou sacred, blessed day. 

The best of all the seven. 
When hearts unite their vows to pay 

Of gratitude to heaven. 



EVENING. 

XJLO W beautiful the setting sun I 
The clouds how bright and gay 1 

The stars, appearing one by one. 
How beautiftd are they I 
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And when the moon climbs up the sky. 

And sheds her gentle lights 
And hangs her crystal lamp on high^ 

How beautiful is night I 

And can it be I am possessed 

Of something brighter far ? 
Glows there a light within this breast 

Outshining every star ? 

Yes ; should the sun and stars turn pale^ 

The mountains melt away. 
This flame within shall never fail^ 

But live in endless day. 

This is the soul that God has given, — 

Sin may its lustre dim ; 
While goodness bears it up to heaven. 

And leads it back to Him. 



BOBINSON CRUSOE'S HYMN. 

JMLy Heavenly Father I all I see. 

Around me and above, 
Sends forth a hymn of praise to Thee, 

And speaks Thy boundless love. 
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HTMNS AND SACBED SONGS. 

The clear blue sky is full of Thee, 
The woods so dark and lone ; 

The soft south-wind, the sounding sea. 
Worship the Holy One. 

The humming of the insect throng. 
The prattling, sparkling rill. 

The birds, with their melodious song. 
Repeat Thy praises stilL 

And Thou dost hear them every one, — 

Father, Thou hearest me ; 
I know that I am not alone. 

When I but think of Thee. 



ON PEAYER. 

A.S through the pathless fields of air. 
Wandered forth the timid dove. 

So the heart, in humble prayer. 
Essays to reach the throne of love. 

Like her it may return Tinblessed, 

Like her again may soar. 
And still return and find no rest. 

No peaceful, happy shore. 
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But now once more sbe spreads her wings^ 

And takes a bolder flight. 
And see I the olive branch she brings. 

To bless her master's sight* 

And thus the heart renews its strength. 
Though spent and tempest-driven. 

And higher soars, and brings at length 
A pledge of peace with heaven* 



GOD IS GOOD. 

A HOU art good I Each perfumed flower. 
Waving fields, the dark green wood, 

The insect fluttering for an hour, — 
All things proclaim that God is good. 

I hear it in each breath of wind ; 

The hills that have for ages stood. 
And clouds with gold and silver lined. 

All stQl repeat that God is good. 

Each little rill, that many a year 
Has the same verdant path pursued. 

And every bird, in accents clear. 
Joins in the song that God is good. 
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The restless sea, with haughty roar. 
Calms each wild wave and billow rude. 

Retreats submissive from the shore. 
And swells the chorus, " God is good." 

The countless host of twinkling stars. 
That sing His praise with Ught renewed ; 

The rismg sun each day declares. 
In rays of glory, God is good. 

The moon, that walks in brightness, says. 
That God is good ! and man, endued 

With power to speak his Maker's praise. 
Should still repeat that God is good. 



"THE SPIRIT GIVETH LIFE." 

W HAT was it in the viewless wind. 
Wild rushing through the oak. 

Seemed to my listening, dreaming mind 
As though a spirit spoke ? 

What is it to the murmuring stream 

Doth give so sweet a song. 
That on its tide my thoughts do seem 

To pour themselves along ? 
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What is it on the dizzy height^ 

What in each glowing star. 
That speaks of things beyond the sight. 

And questions what they are? 

What is the rolling thnnder's voice. 

What in the ocean's roar. 
Hears the grand chorus, " O, rejoice I" 

Echo from shore to shore ? 

What in the gentle moon doth see 
Pure thoughts and tender love. 

And hears delicious melody 
Around, below, above ? 

What bids the savage tempest speak 

And ,ak» d,. ^orilg ^ek 
Of guilt that fears to pray ? 

It is this ever-living mind — 

This Utile throb of Ufe, 
Hears its own echoes in the wind. 

And in the tempest's strife. 

To all that's sweet, and bright, and fair. 

Its own affections gives ; 
Sees its own image everyvvhere. 

Through all creation lives. 
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HYMNS AND SAGBED SONGS. 

It bids the everlasting hills 

Give back the solemn tone ; 
This boundless arch of azure fills 

With accents all its own. 

What is this life-inspiring mind, 

This omnipresent thought ? 
How shall it ever utterance find 

For all itself hath taught. 

To Him who breathed the heavenly flame, 

Its mysteries are known; 
It seeks the source from whence it came^ 

And rests in God alone. 



WE NEVER PAET FROM THEE. 

IjrOD, who dwellest everywhere, 
God, who makest all thy care, 
God, who heareth every prayer. 

Thou who seest the heart ; 
Thou to whom we lift our eyes. 
Father, help our souls to rise. 
And, beyond these narrow skies. 

See Thee as Thou art I 
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Let our anxious thoughts be still, 
Holy trust adore Thy will. 
Holy love our bosoms fill. 

Let our songs ascend ! 
Dearest friends may parted be. 
All our earthly treasures flee, 
Yet we never part from Thee, 

Our Eternal Friend. 
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OUR HEAVENLY FATHER. 

XT was my Heavenly Father's love 

Brought every being forth ; 
He made the shining worlds above. 

And every thing on earth. 

Each lovely flower, the smallest fly. 

The sea, the waterfall. 
The bright green fields, the clear blue sky,- 

'Tis God that made them all. 

He gave me all my friends, and taught 

My heart to love them well. 
And He bestowed the power of thought. 

And speech my thoughts to tell. 
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My father and my mother dear, — 

He is their father too ; 
He bids me all their precepts hear. 

And all they teach me, do. 

God sees and hears me all the day. 
And 'mid the darkest night ; 

He views me when I disobey. 
And when I act aright. 

He 'guards me with a parent's care. 

When I am all alone ; 
My hymn of praise, my humble prayer. 

He hears them every one. 

God hears what I am saying now, — 
Oh, what a wondrous thought 1 

My Heavenly Father, teach me how 
To love Thee as I ought. 



EVENING HYMN. 

X HOU, from whom we never part. 
Thou, whose love is everywhere. 

Thou who seest every heart. 
Listen to our evening prayer. 



17 



THE LABK. 

Father I fill our souls with love. 
Love unfailing, full, and free. 

Love no injury can move. 
Love that ever rests on Thee. 

Heavenly Father I through the night 
Keep us safe from every ill ; 

Cheerful as the morning light. 
May we wake to do Thy will. 



AUTUMN. 

&WEET Sununer, with her flowers, has past, 

I hear her parting knell ; 
I hear the moaning, fitful blast. 

Sighing a sad farewell. 

But, while she fades and dies away. 

In rainbow hues she glows ; 
Like the last smile of parting day. 

Still brightening as she goes. 

The robin whistles clear and shrill ; 

Sad is the cricket's song ; 
The wind, wild rushing o'er the hill. 

Bears the dead leaf along. 
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I love this sober, solemn time. 

This twilight of the year ; 
To me, sweet Spring, in all her prime. 

Was never half so dear. 

While death has set his changing seal 

On all that meets the eye, 
'Tis rapture, then, within to feel 

The soul that cannot die ; — 

To look far, far beyond this sky, 

To Him who changes never. 
This earth, these heavens, shall change and die; 

God is the same for ever. 



THE LORiyS DAY. 

A HIS is the day when Jesus woke 
From the deep slumbers of the tomb ; 

This is the day the Saviour broke 
The bonds of fear and hopeless gloom. 

This is indeed a holy day ; 

No longer may we dread to die. 
Let every fear be cast away. 

And tears be wiped from every eye. 
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Sorrow and pain the Saviour knew ; 

A dark and thorny path He trod ; 
But heaven was ever in His view, — 

That toilsome path led up to God. 

Let every heart rejoice and sing; 

Let every sin and sorrow cease ; 
Let children come this day and bring 

Their oflFering of love and peace. 




THE MINISTRY OF PAIN. 

V^EASE, my complaining spirit, cease ; 

Know 'tis a Father's hand you feel; 
It leads you to the realms of peace ; 

It kindly only wounds to heaJ. 

My Father 1 what a holy joy 

Bursts on the sad, desponding mind. 
To say, when fiercest ills annoy, — 

" I know my Father still is kind 1" 

This bids each trembling fear be still. 
Checks every murmur, every sigh ; 

Patience then waits His sovereign will. 
Rejoiced to live, — resigned to die. 
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O blessed ministry of pain ! 

To teach the soul its real worth ; 
To lead it to that source again. 

From whence it first derived its birth. 



"I WILL ARISE AND GO TO MY FATHER." 

XILELP me, O God, to trust in thee, 

Thou high and holy One I 
And may my troubled spirit flee 

For rest to Thee alone. 

In Thee alone the soul can find 

Secure and sweet repose ; 
And thou canst bid the desert mind 

To blossom as the rose. 

Let not this spirit, formed to rise 
Where angels claim their birth. 

Forsake its home beyond the skies. 
And cling to barren earth. 

The bird of passage knows the sign 

That warns him to depart; 
Shall I not heed the voice divine. 

That whispers in my heart, — 
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" Up ! plume thy wings, soar far away ! 

No longer idly roam 1 
Fly to the realms of endless day; 

For this is not thy home." 

This still, small voice, O, may I hear ! 

Ere clouds and darkness come. 
And thunders in my startled ear 

Proclaim my final doom. 

Father 1 to Thee my spirit cries I 
Thy wandering child reclaim. 

Speak ! and my dying faith shall rise. 
And wake a deathless flame. 




" BY FAITH YE ARE SAVED." 

V^HRISTIAN! when, overwhelmed with grief 
and care. 
Thou prayest for the help that thou dost need. 
As shipwrecked mariner for life will plead, 

O, then for faith pour forth the fervent prayer ! 

'Tis faith alone life's heavy ills can bear. 

O, mark her calm, far-seeing, quickening eye. 
Full of the light of immortality I 
It tells of worlds unseen, and calls us there ; 
That look of hers can save thee from despair. 
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When sorrow, like thick darkness, gathers round, 
And all life's flowers are fading in the dust. 

Faith lifts our drooping vision from the ground, — 
Says, that the hand that smites us yet is just ; 

That human agony hath ever found. 
The mighty God a never-failing trust. 



EVENING PRAYER. 

GrREAT Source of being, 
Father all-seeing. 
We bow before Thee ; 
Our souls adore Thee ; 
Help us to obey Thee ; 
Guide us aright ; 
Keep us, we pray Thee ; 
Through the long night. 

Thou kind, forgiving 
God of all living. 
Thy power defend us. 
Thy peace attend us. 
While we are closing 
This day in prayer. 
Ever reposing 
Under thy care. 
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LINES WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 

TBAHfLATSD VBOM THS OEUfAlT OP A. O. SBXBBABD. 

X HE sun in smiles doth dress his face^ 
As evening comes to take his place ; 
So looks the parting loved one, when 
He means to quickly come again. 

With moon and stars all sparkling bright. 
Advances now the silent night ; 
And with the calm and gentle moon. 
Sweet peace doth quietly come on. 

Who at the moon and stars can gaze 
Without a gush of love and praise ? 
And now it is the midnight hour. 
And sleep asserts her soothing power. 

But see, the flickering light is gone. 
That from my neighbour's window shone ; 
His simple household prayer is said. 
He rests from toil on his hard bed. 

Yet still the watchman wakes, and still 
Faithful till morning watch he will ; 
But vain, O watchman ! is thy care. 
If God, the Gnardian, be not there. 
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By my dull lamp, whose light's near gone. 
In my small room I sit alone. 
And, thinking o'er past joys and pain, 
A sweet contentment doth remain. 

He's still my trust; he, the true Shepherd, never 
Will forsake his sheep, — ^he watcheth ever ; 
The mother may forget her child, but yet 
Thus saith the Lord — " Thee I will not forget." 

I rest in peace, I trust in Thee ; 
Thy faithi^ eye still watcheth me ; 
For He who ever wakes and lives 
To loving hearts no night e'er gives. 



THE SHEPHERD'S SABBATH SONG. 

TEAMtLATBD VEOM THX aXKMAH OV UHLAND. 

This is the Sabbath day ! 
In the wide field I am alone. 
Hark I now one morning bell's sweet tone, — 

Now it has died away. 

Kneeling I worship ^Thee; 
Sweet dread doth o'er my spirit steal. 
From whispering sounds of those who kneel. 

Unseen, to pray with me. 
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Around and far away. 
So clear and solemn is the sky. 
It seems all opening to my eye ; 

This is the Sabbath day ! 



FAILURE AND SUCCESS. 



> 



I 



T is in failure, in distress. 
When, reft of all, it stands alone, 
And not in what men call success. 
The noble, valiant soul is known. 

He who perfection makes his aim 
Shoots at a mark he may not reach ; 

The world may laugh, the world may blame. 
And what it calls discretion preach. 

And he will fail to win the goal 

Which low ambition makes its own ; 

But, far beyond, his earnest soul 
Stands in the light, though all alone. 

r 

It was through insult, pain, and loss 
That Jesus won immortal power ; 

Thus the great failure of the cross 
Was His triumphant, glorious hour. 
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Think not of failure or success ; 

He fails who has a low desire. 
Up to the highest ever press. 

Still onward, upward, higher ! higher ! 

Make such thy purpose, such thy aim. 
That they who watch thy spirit's flight 

Shall look to heaven from whence it came. 
And loose thee in celestial light. 



— — o- 



" HOPE IN GOD." 

TEANSLATED FKOK THE OEEXAN OV 8. A. MAHLMAN. 

JiOPE, my heart, in patience hope, — 
Thou at last thy flowers shalt gather ; 

God is full of tender love, — 

Childlike speak thou to thy Father. 

From believing, trusting hearts. 

The God of mercy ne'er departs. 

Clouds may come, and clouds may go. 
Rest upon his goodness always ; 

To those joyful, sunny heights 

Leads these rough and gloomy^pathways; 

Wakes for aye his Eye of Light, — 

Tremble not in storm and night 
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Anchored on the Eternal Rock, 
To the heart of God fast clinging. 

Tell Him all thy deepest woes. 
Before Him all thy sorrows bringing ; 

He is kind, and comfort gives 

To every sorrowing heart that Kves. 

Let true faith strong courage give ; 

Strength the Helper now is sending ; 
Soon thoult understand His ways. 

Soon thou'lt find thy sorrows ending. 
God I who life and goodness art I 
In patience hope in Him, my heart 



EVENING HYMN. 

JjEFORE I close my eyes to-night 
Let me myself these questions ask : — 

Have I endeavoured to do right. 
Nor thought my duty was a task ? 

Have I been gentle, lowly, meek. 

And the small voice of conscience heard. 

When passion tempted me to speak. 
Have I repressed the angry word ? 
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Have I with cheerful zeaJ obeyed 
What my kind parents bid me do, 

ABd not by word or action said 

The thing that was not strictly true ? 

In hard temptation's troubled hour. 

Then have I stopped to think and pray. 

That God would give my soul the power 
To chase the sinful thought away ? 

O Thou who seest all my heart. 

Wilt Thou forgive and love me still? 

Wilt Thou to me new strength impart. 
And make me love to do Thy will ? 



THANKS FOR A PLEASANT DAY. 

vyOME, let us all, with heart and voice. 
To God our Father sing and pray ; 

In His unceasing love rejoice. 

And thank Him for this pleasant day. 

The clear blue sky looks full of love ; 

Let all our selfish passions cease I 
O, let us lift our thoughts above. 

Where all is brightness, goodness, peace. 
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If we have done a brother wrong, 

O, let us seek to be forgiven ; 
Nor let one discord spoil the song 

Oar hearts wonld raise this day to heaven. 

This blessed day, when the pure air 
Is full of sweetness, full of joy, — 

When all around is calm and fair, — 
Shall we the harmony destroy ? 

O, may it be our earnest care 
To free our souls from every sin ; 

Then will each day be bright and fair, 
For God's pure sunshine dwells within. 



THE SUMMER. 

A PBU TBAKSLATIOW OV A OESMAII P0PT7LAB MHO. 

VTO forth, my heart, and seek the bliss 
Of such a summer day a. this. 

Bestowed on all by Heaven; 
The beauties of the garden see. 
Behold ! it is for thee and me 

Its glories all are given. 
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The trees with whispering leaves are dressed. 
The earth upon her dusky breast 

Her robe of green is wearing ; 
The flowers are blooming far and wide, — 
Not Solomon in all his pride. 

With them would bear comparing. 

The dove from out her nest doth fly ; 
Far upward in the clear blue sky 

The lark her way is winging ; 
Hark to the lovely nightingale ! 
With her sweet song each hill and dale, 

And woods and rocks, are ringing. 

The hen brings out her little brood. 
The swallow finds her young ones food, 

The stork her house is keeping. 
The bounding stag, the timid roe. 
Are full of joy, and to and fro. 

Through the high grass, are leaping. 

The brook is tinkling as it goes. 
And with the myrtle and the rose 

Its shady banks adorning ; 
While, from the flowery mead near by. 
The sheep and shepherd's joyful cry 

Salutes the early morning. 
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The never idle troops of bees 

Fly here and there^ and where they please 

Their honey food are quaffing; 
The sap is running up the vine ; 
Round the old elm its tendrils twine^ 

And in the sun are laughing. 

And can I, may I, silent be ? 
When all God's glorious works I see 

My soul desires to know him. 
When all are singing I must sing. 
And to the Highest I must bring 

The tribute which I owe Him. 

Are all things here so bright and fair. 
And has He with a loving care 

My happy being given? 
What, in the glorious world above. 
Where all is beauty, all is love, — 

What shall I be in heaven ? 

O, were I there 1 O, stood I now 
In that great Presence 1 there to bow 

In grateful love before Him, 
Then would I with the angels raise 
One never-ending song of praise. 

And worship and adore Him 1 
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CHILD'S SONG. 

TRANSLATED FBOH THK OE&MAK. 

W HEN at night I go to sleep. 
Fourteen angels are at hand : 

Two on my right their watches keep ; 
Two on my left to bless me stand ; 

Two hover gently o'er my head ; 

Two guard the foot of my small bed ; 

Two wake me with the sun's first ray ; 

Two dress me nicely every day ; 

Two guide me on the heavenly road. 

That leads to paradise and God. 



THE SABBATH IS HERE. 



FROM KBUHACHER. 



X HE Sabbath is here it is sent us from heaven ; 
Rest, rest, toilsome life. 
Be silent all strife. 
Let us stop on our way. 
And give thanks and pray 
To Him who all things has given. 
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The Sabbath is here^ to the fields let us go. 
How fresh and how fair ! 
In the stiU morning air. 
The bright golden grain. 
Waves over the plain ; 
It is God who doth all this bestow. 

The Sabbath is here ; on this blessed morn 
No tired ox moans. 
No creaking wheel groans, 
At rest is the plough ; 
No noise is heard now. 
Save the sound of the rustling corn. 

The Sabbath is here ; our seed we have sown. 
In hope and in faith ; 
The father he saith 
Amen I Be it so ! 
Behold the com grow I 
Rejoicing, his goodness we'll own. 

The Sabbath is here ; His love we will sing 
Who sendeth the rain 
Upon the young grain ; 
And soon all around 
The sickle will sound. 
And home the bright sheaves we will bring. 
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The Sabbath is here ; in hope and in love 
We sow in the dust. 
While humbly we trust 
Up yonder shall grow 
The seed which we sow, 
And bloom a bright garland above. 



HAPPINESS. 

W HAT is it makes the morning bright ? 

What gilds the evening hours ? 
What makes our hearts seem gay and light. 

As if we trod on flowers ? 
'Tis innocence that makes us gay. 

Bids flowers grow everywhere ; 
Makes it bright sunshine every day, 

And every evening fair. 

What makes us when we look above. 

See smiling angels there. 
And think they look on us in love. 

As if we were their care ? 
'Tis that the soul, all free from sin. 

Glows like an inward sun ; 
And heaven above and heaven within 

Do meet and join in one. 
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REMEMBER THE SLAVE. 

JjlLOTHER 1 whene'er around your child 

You clasp your arms in love. 
And when, with grateful joy, you raise 

Your eyes to God above. 

Think of the negro mother, when 

Her child is torn away. 
Sold for a little slave, — O, then 

For that poor mother pray I 

Father I whene'er your happy boys 

You look upon with pride. 
And pray to see them when you're old. 

All blooming by your side. 

Think of that father's withered heart. 

The father of a slave. 
Who asks a pitying God to give 

His little son a grave. 

Brothers and sisters I who with joy 
Meet round the social hearth. 

And talk of home and happy days. 
And laugh in careless mirth. 
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Remember^ too, the poor young slave. 

Who never felt your joy. 
Who, early old, has never known 

The bliss to be a boy. 

Ye Christians ! ministers of BUm 
Who came to make men free. 

When, at the Almighty Maker's throne. 
You bend the suppliant knee. 

From the deep fountains of your soul 
Then let your prayers ascend 

For the poor slave, who hardly knows 
That God is still his friend. 

Let all who know that God is just. 

That Jesus came to save. 
Unite in the most holy cause 

Of the forsaken slave. 



SPRING. 



H 



.ARK I the little birds are singing,- 
Winter 's gone and summer 's near ; 
See, the tender grass is springing. 
And the flowers will soon be here. 
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Who made the winter and the spring ? 

Who painted all the flowers ? 
Who taught the little birds to sing, 

And made these hearts of ours ? 

O, it is God I how good He is 1 
He does every blessing give ; 

All this happy world is His, — 
Let us love Him while we live. 




ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG COMPANION. 

Farewell for a time i 

Thou hast gone to that clime 
Where sickness and sorrow are o'er. 

We loved thee when here. 

We shed the sad tear 
To think we shall see thee no more. 

We weep not for thee, 

We remember that He 
Who made little children His care 

In His own fatherland 

Will reach you His hand. 
And comfort and welcome you there. 
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Our tears they will flow ; 

But do we not know 
That thou are released from all pain ? 

Then weep not ; for He 

Who walked on the sea 
Has said we shall all live again. 



THE CHILD AT HER MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE OBRMAN. 

±N that little room of thine^ 
Sweet sleep has come to thee ; 

Ah^ mother I dearest mother mine ! 

O^ call me to that room of thine I 
O, shut it not from me ! 

I would so gladly be with thee. 

And be thy child again ; 
'Tis cold and stormy here with me, 
'Tis warm, and, O, so still with thee ! 

Ah I let me, let me in ! 
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Thou took'st me gladly once with thee^ 

So gladly held my hand ; 
O^ see^ thou hast forsaken me I 
Take me this time again with thee 

Into the heavenly land. 



i I 
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SofUy sings fhe Linnet firam the thorn.**— Lktden. 



longs unit /ahUi 



POOR LULU LEE 

W HY is my little girl so sad — 
She who was yesterday so glad ? 
What does she strain her eyes to see ? 
What is the matter. Lulu Lee ? 

See, your pretty flowers are falling 1 
Hark I your little brother's calling. 
" Pretty bird, come back to me I" 
Answered only Lulu Lee. 
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" When I let you out to fly. 
Who'd have thought you'd go so higli 
To the tip top of the tree ? 
O, come back to Lulu Lee I" 

Her little bird is on the wing. 
And these the words he seems to sing- 
" 'Tis pleasant, pleasant to be free. 
Farewell, farewell, dear Lulu Lee." 

Her mournful sobs her father hears. 
And gently wipes away her tears ; 
And now she's sitting on his knee. 
And smiles again, poor Lulii Lee. 
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THE LITTLE SPRING. 

XSENEATH a green and mossy bank 
There flows a clear and fairy stream ; 

There the pert squirrel oft has drank. 

And thought, perhaps, 'twas made for him. 

Their pitchers there the labourers fill. 
As drop by drop the crystals flow. 

Singing their silvery welcome still 
To all who to the fountain go. 
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Then to tho river on it glides. 

Its tributary drop to bear. 
Its modest head a moment hides. 

Then rises up and sparkles there. 

The touching lesson on my heart 
Falls like the gentle dews of heaven. 

Bids me with humble love impart 
The little treasure God has given. 

For &om a source as small as this 
Full many a cup of joy may flow. 

And on the stream of human bliss 
Its little ray of gladness throw. 



BillDlE. 

IjIRDIE, birdie, quickly come ! 
Come and take this little crumb ; 
Go and fetch your little brother. 
And be kind to one another. 

Birdie, sing a song to me, 
I will very quiet be ; 
Yes, my birdie — yes, I will 
Be so quiet and so still. 
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Oh^ so still I you shall not hear me ; 
Fear' not, birdie, to come near me. 
Tell me in your pleasant song. 
What you're doing all day long : 



How you pass the rainy days 
Tell me all about your plays. 
Have you lessons, birdie ? tell — 
Do you learn to read and spell ? 

Or just fly from tree to tree. 
Where you will, at liberty — 
Far up in the clear blue sky. 
Very far, and very high ? 

Or in pleasant summer hours. 
Do you play with pretty flowers ? 
Birdie, is this all you do ? 
Then I wish that I were you. 



1 
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FOOLISH CHICKEY. 

FBOH TUZ OE&MAN. 

ChICKEY, chickey, pretty chick. 
Whither runnest thou so quick ? 
In a hurry, I suppose, 
To poke your busy, curious nose 
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Into every little nook. 
After something new to look. 
There yoa're going, all alone, 
From your mother, foolish one I 
Now I hear him scream and cry. 
For his mother is not nigh. 
Frightened mna the foolish fdlow. 
On his slender legs so yellow. 
Soon his mother hears his cries ; 
Through the garden gate she flies ; 
There she finds her little deary, 
Scared and faint, and very weary. 
Now beneath the mother's wing. 
Brooded safe and warm, poor thing. 
He's no fear and feels no pain. 
And says he'll not do so again. 



TO A Dl'TTERFly 

■luted with t1i!> UttlF mwm. nwisUtril t 

Airy, lovely, heavenly thing I 
Butterfly with quivering wing [ 
Hovering in thy transient hour 
Over every bush and flower, 
Feasting upon flowers and dew. 
Thyself a brilliant blossom, too I 




THE LINNET. 

Who, with skilful fingers fine. 
Purpled o'er those wings of thine ? 
Was it some sylph whose tender care 
Spangled thy robes so fine and fair. 
And wove them of the morning air ? 
I feel thy little throbbing heart ; 
Thou fear'st e'en now death's bitter smart. 

Fly, little spirit, fly away I 

Be free and joyful thy short day 1 

Image thou dost seem to me 

Of that which I may one day be. 

When I shall drop this robe of earth. 

And wake into a spirit's birth. 



THE HISTORY OF THE FOUR BLACK AND 

WHITE MICE 

IN THE CONSEBVATOBT AT TBB PANTHEON. 

Jb OUR black and white mice 

Lost their way 

T'other day, 

A squeaking, 

A squeaking ; 
And they said to one another — 
" O, we should have minded mother. 
O dear, what will she say ? 

Will she say ? " 
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The black and white mice 

Found it cold, 

I am told — 

A shivering, 

A shivering. 
And they cuddled close together — 
For 'twas very rainy weather, 

And they not very old. 

Very old. 

The black and white mice 

Didn't know 

Where to go, 

A puzzling, 

A puzzling. 
Then cried out the biggest mouse — 
" There I see a little house I 

Made for us, that I know. 

That I know." 

The black and white mice 

Cried no more. 

As before — 

A laughing, 

A laughing. 
And they followed the big mouse 
Who had spied the little house. 

And peeped in at the door, 

At the door. 
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The black and white mice 

Cried out— ^^ O, 

It will do!" 

A chuckling, 

A chuckling. 
** It is all so very nice — 
It was surely meant for mice. 

Here is toasted cheese, too. 

Cheese, too." 

The black and white mice 

All without 

Any doubt — 

A scampering, 

A scampering. 
Hurried all into the house 
Made so nicely for a mouse 

To go in — ^not get out. 

Not get out 

The black and white mice. 

They are sighing. 

They are crying — 

A-weary, 

A-weary. 
Now all in a little heap. 

They have cried themselves to sleep. 

And quietly are lying. 

Are lying. 
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The black and white mice 
The next day, 
As they say, 

A bargain, 
A bai'gain,, 
Which the mice did not agree on. 
To a man at the Pantheon, 

They were all sold away. 

Sold away. 

The black and white mice. 
It is said 
Are well fed — 

A nibbling, 
A nibbling. 
They've a parlour and bed-chamber — 
They can mn and they can clamber. 
And they have a warm bed, 

A warm bed. 



THE LITTLE BOY'S GOOD NIGHT. 

X HE sun is hidden from our sight. 
The birds are sleeping sound ; 

Tis time to say to all, " Good night I" 
And give a kiss all round. 
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Good night, my father, mother dear. 

Now kiss your little son; 
Good night I my friends, both far and near^ 

Good night to every one. 

Good night 1 ye merry, merry birds. 

Sleep well till morning light; 
Perhaps if you could .sing in words. 

You would have said, ** Good night I" 

To all my pretty flowers, good night ! 

You blossom while I sleep ; 
And all the stars that shine so bright. 

With you their watches keep. 

The moon is lighting up the skies. 
The stars are sparkling there ; 

'T is time to shut our weary eyes. 
And say our evening prayer. 




TO NATURE. 

FmOM THE GERMAN OF FREDE&ICK LEOPOLD, COUNT OF 8TALBERO. 

JLLOLY nature 1 fresh and free. 
Let me ever follow thee ; 
By the hand, O, lead me still. 
Like a child at thy sweet will. 
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When with weariness oppressed, 
I will on thy bosom rest, 
Breathe in pleasure from above. 
In thy mother-arms of love. 

0, how well it is for me 
Thee to love, with thee to be I 
Holy nature I* sweet and free. 
Let me ever follow thee. 
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THE LITTLE BOY'S MAY-DAY SONG. 

X HE flowers are blooming everywhere. 

On every hill and dell. 
And O, how beautiful they are ! 

How sweetly, too, they smell 1 

" The little brooks, they dance along. 

And look so glad and gay ; 
I love to hear their pleasant song, 

I feel as glad as they. 

** The young lambs bleat and frisk about. 
The bees hum round their hive. 

The butterflies are coming out, — 
'Tis good to be alive. 
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'* The trees that looked so stiff and gray 
With green wreaths now are hung; 

O, mother 1 let me laugh and play, 
I cannot hold my tongue. 

** See yonder bird spread out his wings. 
And mount the clear blue skies ; 

And hark I how merrily he sings. 
As far away he flies.'* 

** Go forth, my child, and laugh and play. 

And let your cheerful voice. 
With birds, and brooks, and merry May, 

Cry loud. Rejoice ! rejoice ! 

^* I would not check your bounding mirth. 

My little happy boy. 
For He who made this blooming earth 

Smiles on an infant's joy." 



PUSS AND MARION. 

jyLlSS Pussy, Miss Pussy, you're all in a flurry I 
Why is it. Miss Puss, that you're in such a hurry? 
You gobble your milk up so all in a minute. 
You give me no time to put any bread in it. 
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You won't stay in my lap, and you make such a fuss, 
I wish you would tell what's the matter. Miss Puss. 
Says Puss — "Pve a secret, and nobody knows it — 
I'll tell it to you though, down in the dark closet. 
Come, Marion dearest, come softly with me. 
And in an old basket three kittens you'll see : 
They're perfectly beautiful, every one — 
I do not believe that the sun ever shone 
On kittens so pretty, so perfect as these ; 
Ton may see them and kiss them as soon as you 

please. 
And now," said the Puss, "I can no longer stay; 
My kittens are crying, while I am away." 
Then Marion followed the Pussy, to see 
These kittens as pretty as kittens could be. 
Old Pussy looked happy, and softly she pun*ed ; 
And Marion kissed them, and said not a word. 
And when they were bigger, she played with the 

kittens. 
But always remembered to put on her mittens. 



GUESS WHAT I HAVE HEARD. 

JUEAB mother, guess what I have heard ! 

O, it will soon be spring ! 
I 'm sure it was a little bird, — 

Mother, I heard him sing. 
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Look at this little piece of green 
That peeps out from the snow. 

As if it wanted to be seen, — 
'T will soon be spring, I know. 

And O, come here, come here and look I 

How fast it runs along 1 — 
Here is a cunning little brook ; 

O, hear its pretty song 1 

I know *ti8 glad the winter's gone 

That kept it all so still, 
For now it merrily runs on. 

And goes just where it will. 

I feel just like the brook, I know ; 

It says, it seems to me, — 
'* Good bye, cold weather, ice, and snow ; 

Now girls and brooks are free." 

I love to think of what you said. 

Mother, to me last night. 
Of this great world that God has made. 

So beautiful and bright. 

And now it is the happy spring. 

No naughty thing I'll do; 
I would not be the only thing 

That is not happy, too. 
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HER VOYAGE IS AT AN END. 

.il.TTSHED was the ocean's stormy roar. 

Still as an infant's joy ; 
There sat upon the rocky shore, 

A father and his boy. 

Far off they saw a gallant ship. 

It came from foreign landa ; 
The boy began to dance and skip. 

And clap his little hands. 

Her wished-for port is near at hand. 

The ship is hastening on ; 
They hear the birds sing on the land. 

Her voyage is nearly done. 

The boy's glad notes, his shouts of glee. 

The rocks with music fill ; 
But now he cries — " See, father, see 1 

The ship is standing still." 

Her masts are trembling from the shock. 

Her white sails all descend ; 
The ship has struck upon a rock — 

Her voyage is at an end. 
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The sailors hurry to and fro, 

All crowded is the deck ; 
She struggles hard — she's free ; — O, no ! 

She is indeed a wreck. 

The boy's young heart is fiill of grief: 
" Father ! what will she do ? 

Let's take the boat to her relief, 
O, quickly let us go 1" 

They went— and many a stronger hand 

Its ready succour gave ; 
They brought the crew all safe to land. 

And the cargo tried to save. 

The night comes on, the night is dark — 
More dark the billows seem ; 

They break against the ship, and hark I 
The seagull's mournful scream. 

The boy upon his pillow lies. 

In sweet repose he sinks ; 
And as he shuts his weary eyes. 

On the poor ship he thinks. 

The sun shines o'er the watery main 

As it did the day before ; 
The father and his son again 

Are seated on the shore. 
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With the western wind iull many a boat 

Their white sails gaily fill ; 
They lightly o'er the blue waves float. 

But the gallant ship is stilL 

The sailors now the mournful wreck 

Of masts and rigging strip ; 
The waves are playing o'er the deck 

Of the sad and ruined ship. 

A crow upon the top branch stood 

Of a lone and blasted tree : 
He seemed to look upon the flood 

With a gloomy sympathy. 

The boy now looks up at the bird — 

At the sinking vessel now ; 
He does not speak a single word. 

But a shade is on Ms brow. 

Now slowly comea a towering wave, • 
And sweeps with triumph on ; 

It bears her to her watery grave^ 
The gallant ship is gone. 

Hushed ia the ocean's stormy roar. 

Still as an infant's joy ; 
The father sits upon the shore 

In silence with h-s boy. 



THE LINNET. 
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TO SPRING. 

Xl AIL 1 reviving, joyous Spring, 
Smiling through thy veil of showers ; 

Birds and brooks thy welcome sing, — 
Haste, and waken all thy flowers. 

Hark 1 a sweet pervading sound 1 
From the breathing, moving earth 

Life is starting all around. 

Sending joy and fragrance forth. 

O'er the oak's gigantic form 
Blossoms hang their drapery ; 

Branches that defied the storm 
Now are full of melody. 

There is not a silent thing 

In this joyous company ; 
Woods, and hills, and valleys ring. 

With a shout of jubilee. 

Wake, my spirit I art thou still ? 

Senseless things have found a voice ; 
Shall this throbbing heart be still. 

When all nature cries, " Rejoice ?" 
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Wake, come forth, my bounding soul ! 

Join the universal glee ; 
Yield to Nature's kind control. 

Catch her heavenly harmony. 

Join the grateful, happy throng. 
Cast each selfish care away; 

Birds and brooks shall tune your song, 
This is nature's holiday. 



HOME SICKNESS. 

T&Ain.AT£I> FAOK THE OEAMAN. 

Were I a wild, wild falcon, 

I'd soar away on high. 
And seek my father's dwelling, 

Beyond the far blue sky. 

Against that well-known door then 
I'd flap my wings with joy ; 

My mother from the window 
Sees and admits her boy. 

" Dear son 1" she'd say ; " O, welcome 1 

How often has my heart 
Longed sadly to embrace thee ; 

Now here behold thou art 1" 
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Thna memory still is dre&nung 

Of what can never be. 
My long-lost home, — the loved o 

These eyes may never see. 



CHAfiLEY AND HIS FATHEB. 

X HE birds are flown 8W&y> 
The flowers are dead and gone ; 

The clouds look cold and grey. 
Around the setting snn. 

The trees with solemn sighs 
Their naked branches swing ; 

The winter winds arise, 
And uiourafuUy they sing. 

Upon his father's knee 
Was Charley's happy place. 

And very thoughtfully 
He looked up in hia face ; 

And these his umple words :— 
" Father, how cold it blows I 

What 'comes of all the birds. 
Amidst the storms and snows?" 



SONGS AND FABLES. 

** They fly far, far away 

From storms, and snows, and rain ; 
But, Charley dear, next May 

They'll all come back again." 

** And will my flowers come, too ?." 

The little fellow said ; 
" And all be bright and new, 

That now looks cold and dead?" 

**0, yes, dear; in the spring 
. The flowers will all revive. 
The birds return and sing. 
And all be made alive." 

" Who shows the birds the wav. 
Father, that fhey must go? 

And brings them* back in May, 
When there is no more snow ? 

** And when no flower is seen 
Upon the hill and plain. 

Who'll make it all so green. 
And bring the flowers again ?" 

" My son, there is a Power 
That none of us can see. 

Takes care of every flower. 
Gives life to every tree. 
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^^ He throogh the pathless air 
Shows little birds their way ; 

And we, too, are His care, — 
He guards us day by day." 

" Father, when people die. 

Will they come back in May ?" 

Tears were in Charley's eye, — 
" Will they, dear father, say ?" 

" No 1 they will never come ; 

We go to them, my boy. 
There in our heavenly home. 

To meet in endless joy." 

Upon his father's knee 

Still Charley kept his place. 

And very thoughtftdly 
He looked up in his face. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 

J^ WEET flower I so young, so fresh, so fair. 
Bright pleasure sparkling in thine eye ; 
Alas I e'en thee time will not spare. 

And thou must die. 
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The heart with youthful hope so gay, 
That scarcely ever breathed a sigh. 
Must weep o'er pleasures fled away. 

For all must die. 

But though the rosy cheek may fade. 
The virtuous wish, the purpose high, 
Tlie bloom with which the soul's arrayed. 

Shall never die. 



THE LITTLE SLAVE'S WISH. 

I WISH I was that little bird 

Up in the bright blue sky. 
That sings and flies just where he will. 

And no one asks him why. 

I wish I was that little brook 

That runs so swift along. 
Through pretty flowers, and shining stones. 

Singing a merry song. 

I wish I was a butterfly. 

Without a fear or care. 
Spreading my many-coloured wings. 

Like a flower in the air. 
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I wish I was that wild, wild deer 

That I saw the other day. 
Who through the dark green forest flew. 

Like an arrow far away. 

I wish I was that little cloud 
By the gentle south wind driven. 

Floating along so calm and bright 
Up to the gates of heaven. 

I'd rather be a savage beast. 
And dwell in a gloomy cave. 

And shake the forest when I roared. 
Than what I am, — a slave. 

My mother calls me her good boy. 

My father calls me brave ; 
What wicked action have I done 

That I should be a slave ? 

They tell me God is very good. 
That £[is right arm can save ; 

O, is it, can it, be His will 
That I should be a slave ? 

O, how much better 'tis to die. 

And lie down in the grave. 
Then 'tis to be what I am now, — 

A little negro slave 1 
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TO GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 

JbLo W like the morning flower ye are I 
Which lifts its diamond head. 
Exulting in the mead ; 

But the rude wind shall steal its gem. 

Shall break its tender stem. 

And leave it dead. 

Frail pledges of the contrite heart. 
Wherefore so soon decay? 
O, yet prolong your stay I 

Until my soul shall boldly rise. 
And claim its native skies. 
Haste not away. 



CraLDREN IN SLAVERY. 

W HEN children play the livelong day. 

Like birds and butterflies. 
As free and gay sport life away. 

And know not care nor sighs ; 
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Then earth and air seem fresh and fair. 

All peace below, above ; 
Life's flowers are there, and everywhere 

Is innocence and love. 

When children pray with fear all day, 

A blight must be at hand ; 
Then joys decay, and birds of prey 

Are hovering o'er the land. 

When young hearts weep as they go to sleep. 

Then all the world seems sad ; 
The flesh must creep, and woes are deep. 

When children are not glad. 



TO A FOUNTAIN. 

FBOM THE OEBMAN OF BAMLCR. 

JuO 1 this fount is flowing ever ; 
But the fountain prattles never. 

Traveller 1 at this fountain stay ; 
Learn of it, with pure endeavour. 

Good to do, and nothing say. 
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TBE HONEST BIRD. 

vJNCE on a time, a little bird 

Within a wicker cage was heard. 

In mournful tones, these words to sing : — 

" In vain I stretch my useless wing ; 

Still round and round I vainly fly. 

And strive in vain for liberty. 

Dear liberty, how sweet thou art 1" 

The prisoner sings, with breaking heart: — 

" All other things I'd give for thee. 

Nor ask one joy but liberty." 

He sang so sweet, a little mouse. 
Who often ran about the house. 
Came to his cage; her cvmning ear 
She turned, the mournful bird to hear. 
Soon as he ceased, — ^^ Suppose," said she, 
" I could contrive to set you free ; 
Would you those pretty wings give me?" 

The cage was in the window seat, 
The sky was blue, the air was sweet. 
The bird with eagerness replied,— 
" O, yes ! my wings, and see, beside, 
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These seeds and apples, sugar, too. 
All, pretty mouse, I'll give to you. 
If you will only set me free ; 
For, O, I pant for liberty I" 

The mouse soon knawed a hole ; the bird. 
In ecstasy, forgot his word ; 
Swift as an arrow, see, he flies, 
Far up, far up, towards the skies ; 
But see, he stops, now he descends. 
Towards the cage his course he bends. 
" Kind mouse," said he, " behold me now 
Returned to keep my foolish vow ; 
I only longed for freedom then. 
Nor thought to want my wings again. 
Better with life itself to part. 
Than, living, have a faithless heart ; 
Do with me, therefore, as you will. 
An honest bird I will be still." 

His heart seemed full, no more he said. 
He drooped his wings and hung his head. 
The mouse, though very pert and smart. 
Had yet a very tender heart ; 
She minced a little, twirled about. 
Then thus her sentiments threw out : — 
** I don't care much about your wings, — 
Apples and cakes are better things ; 
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You love the clouds, I choose the house ; 
Wipgs would look queer upon a mouse. 
My nice long tail is better far. 
So keep your wings just where they are." 

She munched some apple, gave a smack. 
And ran into her little crack. 
The bird spread out his wings and flew. 
And vanished in the sky's deep blue ; 
Far up his joyful song he poured, 
And sang of freedom as he soared. 



SOLILOQUY OF ELLEN'S SQUIRREL, 

OW BECEIVINO HIS LIBEBTT. 

W AS that the music of the wind. 

That wUspered in my trembling ear ? 
And can I, free and unconfined. 
Taste of the joys that still are dear ? 

And can I skip from tree to tree. 
And fly along the flowery plain. 

Light as the wind, as fleet, as free. 
And make my winter's nest again ? 

O, yes 1 my joyful, trembling heart. 
The song you heard from yonder tree. 

Which made awakening memory start. 
Was the sweet sound of Liberty 1 
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Dear Ellen^ many thanks I owe 
For tenderest care bestowed on me ; 

But most my gratitude will flow 
For your best gift, — sweet Liberty I 

Oft in your gayest, happiest hour. 

When all your youthful heart beats high. 

And, hastening on fipom flower to flower. 
You taste the sweets of Liberty, 

The thought that you have set me free. 
That I can skip and dance like you. 

To your kind, tender heart shall be 
As pure a joy as e'er you knew. 

Scarce can my wakening sense believe 
The sounds I hear, the sights I see ; 

Dear Ellen, once again receive 

Your Squirrel's thanks for Liberty. 



THE PIN, NEEDLE, AND SCISSORS. 

X IS true, although 'tis sad to say. 
Disputes are rising every day. 
You'd think, if no one did deny it, 
A little work box might be quiet; 
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But 'tis not SO, for I did hear. 
Or else I dreamed it, 'tis so queer, 
A Pin and Needle in the cushion 
Maintain the following discussion. 

The Needle, " extra fine gold-eyed," 
Was very sharp and full of pride. 
And thus, methought, she did begin : — 
" You clumsy, thick, short, ugly Pin, 
I wish you were not quite so near ; 
How could my mistress stick me here ? 
She should have put me in my place. 
With my bright sisters in the case." 

" Would you were there 1" the Pin replied ; 
** I do not want you by my side. 
I'm rather short and thick, 'tis true ; 
Who'd be so long and thin as you ? 
I've got a head, though, of my own. 
That you had better let alone." 

** You make me laugh," the Needle cried ; 
" That you've a head can't be denied ; 
For you a very proper head. 
Without an eye, and full of lead." 

" You are so cross, and sharp, and thin," 
Replied the poor insulted Pm, 
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" I hardly dare a word to say. 

And wish indeed you were away ; 

That golden eye in your poor head 

Was only made to hold a thread ; 

All your fine airs are foolish fiidge 

For you are nothing but a drudge ; 

But I, in spite of your abuse. 

Am made for pleasure and for use. 

I fasten the bouquet and sash. 

And help the ladies make a dash ; 

I go abroad and gaily roam, ! 

While you are rusting here at home.** j 

I 

** Stop,*' cried the Needle, " you're too much, ! 
YouVe brass enough to beat the Dutch ; ; 

Do I not make the ladies' clothes, ' 

Ere I retire to my repose ? 

Then who, forsooth, the glory wins ? \ 

Alas I 'tis finery and pins. i 

This is the world's unjust decree, • 

But what is this vain world to me? ! 

I'd rather live with my own kin. 
Than dance about like you, vain Pin. 
I'm taken care of every day; 
bu're used awhile, then thrown away, 
else you get all bent up double, 
d a snug crack for all your trouble." 
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" True," said the Pin, " I am abused. 

And sometimes very roughly used : 

I often get an ugly crook. 

Or fall into a dirty nook ; 

But there I lie, and never mind it ; 

Who wants a pin is sure to find it ; 

In time I am picked up, and then 

I lead a merry life again. 

You fass so at a fall or hurt. 

And, if you get a little dirt. 

You keep up such an odious creaking 

That where you are there is no speaking ; 

And then your lackey Emery's called. 

And he, poor thing, is pricked and mauled. 

Until your daintiness — O, shocking ! — 

Is fit for what ? to mend a stocking I" 

The Needle now began to speak, — 

They might have quarrelled for a week, — 

But here the Scissors interposed. 

And thus the warm debate was closed : — 

" You angry Needle 1 foolish Pin I 

How did this nonsense first begin? 

You should have both been better taught ; 

But I will cut the matter short. 

You both are wrong, and both are right ; 

And both are very impolite. 
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E^en in a work-box 'twill not do 

To talk of ererjthing that's true. 

All perscHial remarks ZTiAdy 

For ereryone will be annojed 

At bearing disagreeaUe troth ; 

Besides, it shows joa qnite nnconth. 

And sadly wanting in good taste. 

Bnt what advantages yon waste I 

Think, Pins and Needles, while yon may. 

How mnch yon hear in one short day ; 

Servants that wait on lordly man 

Can't hear one half of what yon can. | 

'Tis not worth while to mince the matter ; 

Nor men nor boys like girls can chatter ; 

All now are learning, forward moving, ; 

E'en Pins and Needles are improving ; 

And in this glorious busy day j 

All have some nsefal part to play* { 

Go forth, ye Pins, and bring home news ! 

Ye Needles in yonr cases muse I ; 

And take me for yonr kind adviser, j 

And only think of growing wiser ; 

Then, when yon meet again, no doubt, | 

Something yonll have to talk about. 

And will not get into a passion, 

quarrel in this vulgar fashion. 

of yourselves youll think, and more 
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Of others, than you did before. 

You'll learn, that in their own right sphere 

All things with dignity appear. 

And have, when in their proper place. 

Peculiar use and native grace.'' 

Methought the polished Scissors blushed 
To have said so much ; then all was hushed. 



LEARNED FRED. 

FBOK THE OE&MAN. 

wNE short six months had scarcely gone. 
When, full of all he'd learned. 

Young Frederick, that hopeful son. 
From college home returned. 

To his paternal roof restored. 

It was not long before 
The learned man at table poured 

The treasures of his lore. 

** Now," said the youngster, " father dear, 

You doubtless think you see 
Two roasted fowls before us here; 

But I say there are three. 
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" Atqui those roasted fowls are two. 

And one in two must be ; 
ErgOy — or logic is not true, — 

These roasted fowls are three," 

" God bless your studies I" quoth papa ; 

" 'Tis lust as you have said ; 
m is for me, L for mama. 

The third for learned Fred." 




LITTLE ROLAND. 

TBAN8LATBD FBOM THE OniCAN OF UHLAND. 

XjADY Bertha sat in the rocky cleft. 

Her bitter woes to weep ; 
Little Roland played in the free fresh air ; 

His sorrows were not deep. 

" My royal brother, O King Charles, 

Why did I fly from thee ? 
Splendour and rank I left for love ; 

Now thou art wroth with me. 

" O Milon, Milon, husband dear 1 

Beneath the waves art thou ; 
For love I have forsaken all, 

Yet love forsakes me now. 
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" O Roland I thou, my dearest boy. 

Now fame aad love to me ; 
Come quickly, little Roland, come ! 

My hope rests all on thee. 

Go to the city, Roland, go ! 

To beg us meat and bread ; 
And whoso gives the smallest gift. 

Ask blessings on his head." 

Now great King Charles at table sat. 

In the golden hall of state ; 
With dish and cup the servants ran. 

On the noble guests to wait. 

Flute, harp, and minstrelsy now tune 

All hearts to joyful mood ; 
The cheerful music does not reach 

To Bertha's solitude. 

Before the hall in the court-yard sat 

Of beggars a motley throng ; 
The meat and drink was more to them 

Than flute, and harp, and song. 

The king looked out through the open door. 

Upon the beggar throng ; 
Through the crowd he saw a noble boy. 

Pushing his way along. 
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Strange was the little fellow's dress, 

Of divers colours all ; 
But with the beggars he would not stay. 

He looked up at the hall. 

Within the hall little Roland treads, 

As though it were hia own ; 
He takes a dish from the royal board 

In silence, and is gone. 

The king he thinks— " What do I see? 

This is a curious way ;" 
But, as he quietly submits, 

The rest do nothing say. 

In a little while again he comes. 
To the king he marches up — 

And little Roland boldly takes 
The royal golden cup. 

" Halloo I stop there ! thou saucy wight !" 
Kinj; Chai-les's voice did ring ; 

Little Roland kept the golden cup. 
And looked up at the king. 

The king at first looked angrily ; 

But very soon he smiled : — 
" You tread here in our golden hall. 

As in the green woods wild. 
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From the royal table you take a dish. 

As an apple from a tree ; 
As with the waters of the brook. 

With my red wine you make free." 



" The peasant drinks from the running brook. 

On apples she may dine ; 
My mother must have fish and game, 

For her is the foaming wine." 

" Is thy mother such a noble dame 

As thou, my boy, dost boast ? 
Then surely has she a castle fair. 

And of vassals a stately host. 

Tell me, who may her sewer be ? 

And who cupbearer, too?" 
" My own right hand her sewer is ; 

My left, cupbearer true." 

" Tell on : who are her faitful guards ? " 

" My two blue eyes alway." 
" Tell on : who is her minstrel free ?" 

" My rosy mouth, I say." 

" Brave servants has the dame, indeed ; 

But does strange livery choose, — 
Made up of colours manifold. 

Shining with rainbow hues." 
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" From each quarter of the city, 
With eight boys I have fought ; 

Four sorts of cloth to the conqueror. 
As tribute, they have brought." 

" The best of servants, to my mmd. 
The dame's must surely be ; 

She is, I wot, the beggar's queen. 
Who keeps a table free. 

The noble lady should not far 

From my royal palace be ; 
Arise, three ladies and three lords. 

And bring her in to me." 

Little Roland, holding fast the cup. 
From the splendid hall he hies ; 

To follow him, at the king's command. 
Three lords, three ladies, rise. 

And after now a little while. 

The king sees, far away. 
The noble ladies and the knights 

Return without delay. 

The king he cries out suddenly — 
" Help, Heaven ! see I aright ? 

'Tis my own blood, in open hall, 
I have treated with cruel slight. 
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Help, Heaven ! in pilgrim dress I see 

My sister Bertha stand ; 
So pale in my gay palace here, 

A beggar's staff in her hand 1" 

Lady Bertha sinks down at his feet. 

Pale image of despair ; 
His wrath returns, and he looks on her 

With a stern and angry air. 

Lady Bertha quick cast down her eyes. 
No word to speak she tried ; 

Little Roland raised his clear blue eyes,- 
" My uncle !" loud he cried. 

" Rise up, my sister Bertha, rise 1'' 

The king said tenderly ; 
" For the sake of this dear son of thine. 

Thou shalt forgiven be." 

Lady Bertha rose up joyfully : — 
** Dear brother ! thanks to thee ; 

Little Roland shall requite the boon 
Thoii hast bestowed on me^ 

He of the glory of his king 

Shall be an image fair ; 
The colours of many a foreign realm 

His banner and shield shall bear. 
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The cup from many a royal board 

He shall seize with his free right hand. 

And safety and fresh glory bring 
To his sighing motherland." 
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THE OLD AND NEW SHOES. 

vTOOD bye, get away, you ugly old things !" 
Said a little boy once to his shoes; 
"All stubbed are your toes, all twisted your strings. 
You're wrinkled, one-sided, and loose. 

" But here are my new ones, so shiny and bright. 
They are almost as smooth as my skin ; 

How stiflF they are, tool how straight and upright! 
How snug my feet feel now they're in. 

So saying, he gave to his old shoes a kick. 
And strutted with pride to the door ; 

His unkindness had cut the old shoes to the quick. 
For nothing contempt can endure. 

" Master Frank, Master Frank, stop a while, if 
you please," 

('Twas one of the shoes he heard call ;) 
" Our soles cannot bear such insults as these. 

And your pride. Sir, will soon have a fall." 
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Frank stood still with wonder, and looked at the shoe^ 

But could not see into the matter. 
At last he exclaimed — " As they've nothing to do, 

I suppose, like Poll Parrot, they chatter." 

So he opened the door, and walked down the stairs; 

His shoes were too stiflF to go fast ; 
But let us observe him, and see how he fares. 

How repentant poor Frank was at last. 

His shoes were so smooth that he could but just 
stand. 

So tight that they pinched in his toes ; 
He could only sit still, and try to look grand. 

And remember he had on new shoes. 

But Fido ran in, who loved little Frank, 
And the shoes were remembered no more ; 

They began to cut capers, but at the first prank 
Down tumbled poor Frank on the floor. 

He was a brave boy, he thought not of crying — 
He said, " Never mind,'' though in pain ; 

He whistled to Fido — ^but there is no denying. 
He fell down again and again. 

He went to his bed with his heart full of sorrow ; 
He said to the nurse — " I should choose. 
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If you please^ when I'm dressed, my good Betsey, 
to-morrow. 
To put on my easy old shoes. 

See how red my toes are, and I'm all black and 
blue; 
I don't like my new shoes at all." 
* Ah 1 you see," answered Betsey, " what I told 
you was true; 
Your shoes. Master Frank, are too small." 

His old shoes he was glad in the morning to see. 
And forgetting his trouble and pain, 

** How happy," said he, ** my poor toes will be. 
To get into the old shoes again." 

The voice of the old shoe now once more was 
heard : — 

" Master Frank, will you please to attend ? 
I wish, with your leave, to say just a word — 

'Tis a word of advice from a friend. 

Never part with old shoes till they part from you; 

Let your new ones be always well tried : 
Old shoes and old friends are far better than new. 

And, trust me, more worthy of pride. 

Our strings and our toes are all bad, we must own. 
But they can be easily mended. 
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I have done/' said the shoe^ in a kind, easy tone^ 
And it gaped as the lecture was ended. 

New toes and new heels now the old shoes have got. 
New strings, too, their beauty renew ; 

Frank wears them in peace, and has never forgot 
The words of the friendly old shoe. 



THE MONKEYS AND THE BEARS. 

TBANSLATXD FBOM TBI OE&MAN OP OELLAST. 

X HE monkeys, 'tis said, once asked of the bears. 
How it was that their nation so much surpassed 

theirs. 
And begged that the means they would graciously 

tell 
By which the young bears were kept hearty and 

well. 
** Perhaps it may be," said one of the mothers. 
Who seemed more considerate and wise than the 

others — 
** Perhaps," said she, trembling at even the thought, 
" We give our dear young ones less food than we 

ought ; 
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We may be impatient; I have really some fears 
That we rock them too little, the poor little dears; 
Our milk may cause fever, and their stomachs not 

suit — 
Or perhaps they are weakened and injured by fruit. 
Perhaps the whole mischief is caused by the air. 
And who 'gainst this evil can ever prepare ? 
In their earliest years, it may poison instil. 
And through their whole lifetime produce every ill. 
Perhaps it may be, before we are aware. 
They breathe in a pestilence, borne on the air. 
Perhaps, for the nerves of us monkeys are weak, 
In jumping, or leaping, some bone they may break 
In their breasts." Here, for weeping, she scarcely 

could speak. 
And hugging her little one long to her breast ; 

With such vehement love the poor victim she 

pressed. 
That all its complainings and troubles were stilled; 
Alas I the poor mother, her pet she had killed. 




Said the bear — " No longer I think you need seek 
For the cause why your young ones are sickly and 

weak ; 
It is not the milk, nor the fruit, nor the air. 
Nor fault of the stomach, and 'tis no lack of care. 
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Your blind fondness it is that cuts short their days. 
How is it that we such multitudes raise ? 
As soon as our young ones are able to run. 
We take them out with us to play in the sun. 
We take them through floods, through heat, and 

through cold. 
And so they are healthy, and live to be old." 



THE END. 
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handsomely bound in morocco, Zls. 6d, ; or 42«. bound by Hayday, 

Orimm's Honsehold Stories. 

The celebrated Stories of the Brothers Orimm. Complete Edition. Em- 
bellished with Two Hundred small and Thirty-six full page Illustrations, 
by E. H. Web M sax. 2 vols, crown Svo, ]2«. cloth, gilt. 

Also in Three Series, price 4s. each in cloth; or 6s. coloured 

pictures, gilt edges. 

Alto in Nine Parts, One Shilling each. 



1. The Frog Prince and other 

Stories. 

2. The Valiant Little Tailor, and 

other Stories. 
8. The Golden Bird, and other 
Stories. 

4. Jorinde and Joringel, and other 

Stories. 

5. The Soaring Lark, and other 

Stories. 



6. The Two Wanderers, and other 

Stories. 

7. The Three Brothers, and other 

Stories. 

8. Snow-White and Rose-Red, and 

other Stories. 

9. The Goose Girl at the Well, and 

other Stories. 
Supplement— Titles and Indexes, 
price Sixpence. 



Danish Fairy Tales and Legends. 

By Haws Chbistiak Ande&sek. The genuine edition, translated di- 
rect from the Danish. With Twenty Illustrations, and a Memoir of the 
Author. Foolscap Svo, Ss. cloth ; or 7s. 6d. coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

The Naturalist's Poetical Companion. 

A Volume of Poetry on the Beauties of Nature, selected from Popular 
Authors. With Notes by the Rev. Edward Wilson, F.L.S. Second 
Edition. With Sixty Illustrations by W. H. Prior and F. W. Holme. 
Foolscap Svo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. ; or 6«. morocco, gilt. 

The Village Queen ; or, Summer in the Country. 

By Thomas Miller, Author of "A Day in the Woods," <* Country 
Year-Book," &c. Second edition. With Illustrations pripted in Co- 
lours, after Drawings by Absolok, Wehmert, Wsir, and Lee. Quarto, 
cloth, gilt edges, \0s. 6d. 

Animals from the Sketch-book of Harrison Weir. 

Twenty-four Engravings, executed in the best style, and printed with 
Tint. A new Edition, with Descriptions and Anecdotes of each Ani- 
mal. Demy 4<o, cloth, \0s. 6d. ; or coloured after the Artisfs Original 
Drawings, 2bs. cloth, gilt edges. f 

%* This Work may also be bad without Descriptions, in Six Paits, in 
Wrappers, at Is. each Part, pVaVu*, ci ht. ewi\i, c^Awsed. 
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The Pretty Plate ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. 

By John Vincent. With Illustrations. Stnall 4to, clothe 2«. 6d. ; or 
S«. M, coloured pictures, gilt edge*. 

Natural History in Stories. 

By M. S. C, Author of ** Little Poems for Little People," "Twilight 
Thoughts," &c. With Illustrations hy Harkison Weir. Small 4<o, 
elothf 2». 6d.; or Ss, 6d, coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

The Lark and the Linnet : 

Hymns, Songs, and Fables, by Mrs. Follsm, Author of ** New Nursery 
Songs," &c. With Illustrations. Small ito, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Pretty Poll: A Parrot's Own History. 

Edited by the Author of « The Amyotts' Home," *' Tales that might be 
True," &c. With Illustrations by Harrison Wsia. Small ito, cloth, 
2s. 6d. ; or Zs. 6d. coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

The Pet Bird, and other Stories. 

By " Cousin Alice.'* With Illustrations. {Copyright.) Small ito, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Helen Morton's Trial. 

By Alice B. Nsal (Cousin Alice). With Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth, is. 

Watch and Pray; or, Helen's Confirmation. 

A Sequel to " Helen Morton's Trial." By " Cousin Alice." With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. 

Wonder Castle : 

A Structure of Seven Stories. Fairy Tales, by A. F. Frsrs. Illus- 
trated by Edward H. Wehnsrt. Small ito, cloth, Zs. M. 

A Life of Wellington for Boys. 

By W. K. Kellt. Author of " Syria and the Holy Land," " History of 
1848," &c. With Eight Illustrations by John Absolon. Foolscap %vo, 
Zs. 6d. cloth ; or 5s. coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

The Adventures of a Bear, and a Oreat Bear too ! 

By Alfred Elwes. With Nine Illustrations by Harrison Wxir. 
Foolscap 4to, Zs. 6d. cloth; or 6s. witii coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

Annt Effie's Bhymes for Little Children. 

With Twenty>fi>ur Illustrations by Hablot K. BiA^mn^. SiMiU V\o^ 
I J cloth, gilt edges, is. Hd. ; or 6«. with coloured pictures. 



Books for Young People^ 



Companion to the** English SUruwwelpeter.** 

A Laughter-Book for Little Folk. 

New Edition. Translated from the German by Madame Ds Chatx- 
£AT«. With Eighteen large Coloured Comic Illustrations by Thomas 
HosEMAK. Post ito, 2s. 6d., in Coloured Picture Bindingt by Kbnkt 
Meadows. 

Naughty Boys and OirU. 

Comic Tales and Coloured Pictures. From the German of Dr. Jctlids 
Bahe, by Madame De Chatelaik. New Edition. A Companion to 
the •• English Struwwelpeter," and " Laughter- Book for Little Folk." 
Post 4to, 2s. 6d., in Coloured Picture Binding, by Kemmt Meadows. 

Cinderella ; or, the Little Glass Slipper. 

With Thirteen Coloured illustrations by M. J. R. Post Ato, 2s. 6d. in 
coloured Picture Binding, 

The Story of Jack and the Giants. 

With Thirty-five Illustrations by Richard Dotle. Foolscap Ato, in 
Ornamental Wrapper, 2s. 6d. ; doth, 3s. 6d. ; or 6s. with coloured pictures. 

The Green Bird. 

A Fairy Tale. With numerous Illustrationi. Post ito, &s. cloth, or 
7s. 6d. coloured pictures. 

Home Pictures. 

By Hablot K. Bbowve. Sixteen Scenes of Childhood. Quarto, chih, 
gilt edges, 12<. plain ; 21s. coloured pictures. 

Home for the Holidays. 

With Nine large lUustiations by Kennt Meadows. Quarto, in Wrap- 
per, Is. 



BY MRS. HARRIET MYRTLE. 
The Little Sister. 

With Sixteen Illustrations on Steel by H. J. Schveidbb. Foolscap Ato, 
cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; or lOs. 6d, with coloured pictures. 

A Day of Pleasure. 

A Simple Story for Young Children. With Eight large Illustrations by 
Hablot K. Bbowmb. Foolscap Ato, Zs. 6d. cloth; or 6s. with coloured 
pictures, gilt edges. 

Home and its Pleasures. 

Simple Stories for Young Children. With Eight large lUnstrations by 
Hablot K. Browne. Foolscap Ato, cloth, 3s. 6d.; or 6s, with coloured 
pictures, gilt edges. 

The Pleasures of the Country. 

Simple Stories for Young Children. Second Edition. With Eight large 
IllastntioDB by Johh Gilbe&t. Feofscap 4<o, cloth, 8s, 6d,; or 6s, 
wUh eoiottred pictures, gilt edges. 
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The Charm : a Book for Boys and Girls. 

First Series. The Contributions by Mrs. Harriet Mtetlb, Alpexd 
Elwes, J. H. Pepper, Clara de Chatelaik, &c. Emoellishod with 
more than 100 Illustrations by Lejeune, Kaulbach, Weir, Wxhvbkt, 
Absolom, Skill, &c. Crown Bvo, price 5s. handsomely bound im dvM. 

The Picture Pleasure-Book. 

First Seri bs. Containing 500 Illustrations by the most eminent Artists. 
Large ito, 6s. in elegant picture binding by Luke Limner. 

An edition is also published mounted on cloth, price 12«. 

A Hero : Philip's Book. 

A Tale for Young People. By the Author of " Olive," " The Head of 
the Family," « Cola Monti," &c. Illustrated by James Godwin. Fools- 
cap Svo, 2s. 6d. cloth; or 3s. 6d. coloured pictures^ gilt edges. 

Arbell : a Tale for Tonng People. 

By Jane Winnard Hooper, Author of " Recollections of Mrs. Ander- 
son's School," &c. Illustrated by James Godwin. Foolscap 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
cloth; or 4«. 6d. coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

The Little Dnunmer ; or, the Boy Soldier. 

A Story of the Russian Campaign. Edited by H. W. Dulcken. Illus 
trated by John Gilbert. Foolscap Svo, 2s. 6d. cloth; or 3s. 6d. co 
loured pictures, gilt edges. 

New Tales from Faery Land. 

The Pearl Blessings— The Triumphof Truth— The Brothers— Christabel; 
or, Night Wanderings with the Fairies. With Four Illustrations. Crown 
Bvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; or 4s. 6d. coloured pictures, gilt edges. 

A Treasury of Pleasure-Books for Children. 

First Series: Comprising Bo-Peep — House that Jack Built — Cock 
Robin— Jenny Wren— Old Mother Hubbard, &c. &c. With Eighty Il- 
lustrations by John Absolon and Harrison Weir. — Crown Bvo, cloth, 
gilt edges, 5s. ; or 9s. with coloured pictures. 

A Treasury pf Pleasure-Books for Children. 

Second Series: Comprising the Three Bears — Groody Two-Shoes— 
Charmed Fawn— Ugly Little Duck— Hans in Luck, &e. With above Fifty 
Illustrations by John Abrolon, E. H. Wehnert, and Harrison Weir. 
Crown Bvo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. ; or 9«. with coloured pictures. 

Pleasure-Books for Toung Children. 

Profusely Illustrated by John Absolon, Edward H. Wehnert, and 
Harrison Weir. Price 6d. each, plain ; U. coloured. 



riRST SERIES. 

Pictures. 

1. Little Bo-Peep ... 7 

2. House that Jack Built . . 12 

3. Cock Robin and Jenny Wren . 6 

4. The Cat and the Mouse . . 8 

5. Death of Cock Robin . .13 

6. Old Dame and her Sixpence . 6 

7. Life of Jenny Wren . . 9 

8. Old Mother Hubbard . . 14 

9. Little Man and Little Maid . 6 



SECOND SERIES. 



Picture-! 



10. 
II. 
12. 
13. 
14. 



The Three Bears . 
The Fox and the Geese 
Little Goody Two-Shoes 
The Charmed Fawn 
Bold Robin Hood . 

15. The Ugly LitUe Duck 

16. Puss in Boots 

17. Hans in Luck 
1%. Petet lYie Go«.\Xv,«t^ 



6 
6 
6 
6 
6 
6 
6 



^ 
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Books for Young People, 



Merry Tales for Little Folk. 

Edited by Madams Dx Chatslain. With more than Two Hundred 
jPktures by First-rate Artists. In 16mo, clothf U. 6d. 

"■nis Tolame contains about Forty of the long-established favourite 
ot the Nursery in England and abroad, re-written or re-translated 
tke original authors, by Madams dx Chatslaim. 



Little Folk's Books. 

Price One Shilling each, handsomely done up in board*. 

1. FuirirT Rhymes amd Favoukitx Tales; with Eighty Pictures. 

2. NnuxET HxEOEs ; with Sixty Pictures. 
8. NuRSEXT Hexoimes; with Futy Pictures. 

4. Faixt Folk and Wonderful Men; with Fifty Pictures. 

6. Fax-Famed Tales from the Arabian Nights; with Forty Pictures. 

6. Aladdin and Sine ad; with Forty Pictures. 

7. New Nuxsext Sokos. By Mrs. Pollen, with Forty Pictures. 

8. The Little Foxtvne-Tellbx; ob, Oxacles for Youth. By 

Caroline Gilman. Illustrated by Kenny Meadows. 

Books for Tonng Headers. 

With numerous Illustrations. Croton Svo, ornamental wrapper, I«. each, 

1. Amusing Tales, by Mrs. Myrtle .... 10 Pictures. 

2. The Richmonds' Toux thxouoh Euxopx . .17 Pictures. 

3. The Zoolooical GAXDENs,by Frederica Graham 

4. Tales and Sketches, by various Authors . • 
6. Tales and Sketches— Second Series . 



10 Pictures. 
27 Picture*. 
84 Pictures. 



HisToxicAL Tales, by M. J 10 Pictures. 



> 



Now PUSLISHIVO MONTHLT, PXICE SIXPENCE. 

The Charm : A Magazine for Boys and Girls. 

Comprising Contributions by the most Eminent Writers for the Young, 
and numerous Illustratfons by the most celebrated Artists. 

In Sixteen Numbexs, pxice Sixpknck kach. 

The Picture Pleasnre-Book. 

Each Number comprises ftrom Fifty to Sixty Engravings by the best 
Artists, printed on stout paper, and stitched in a wrapper, and forms an 
excellent Scrap-Book for Young Children. 

" A word in praise of the charming periodical for children, The Charm, 
which is more eagerly looked for by several youngsters we know than Bleak 
House is by their parents."— Leac/fr. 

" The Charm is an excellent monthly periodical, full of pleasant stories 
and engravings."— ^</a«. 

" The Picture Pleature-BooV* is really the child's Joy, for it gives him 
eight large folio pages full of woodcuts, executed in the best style of art, 
teacbing him natural history, educating his eye to good drawing and gracefU 
form, and telling stories in pictures. It is an admirable design, and no house 
that holds children should be without it."— Crt^ic. 

" These works are now established among the periodical Uteratnie of the 

day, and are as popular as they are regular in their issue. A higher order of 

Juvenile works, of their class, has rarely l)een given to the world; and when 

it It told that their design is excellent, and the manner in which that detign 

is accompliMhed equxlly valuable, Vt wUl \m conclusive that the more their 

worth ia known, the better wUl it be for Wie «3nxMsa«iX«sdLVGafccQAtiaiief 

the rfaing generation."— Bell's Messenger. 
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Published by Addey and Co, 



The Apple-Dumpling, 

And other Stories, for young Boys and Girls. 
3«. 6d. with coloured piclures, gilt edges. 



l6tno, cloih, 2i, 6d, ; or 



•«wS. 



The Broad-Line Drawing-Book. ;*^^ 

FoK the Use of Young Children ; containing Eighty Drawings ofOljMtl. 
OUing Svo, eloth, 4«.; or 7s. 6d. with the Drawings coloured^ gilt edget. 

Also issued in Six Parts, 6d, each plain, or Is. coloured. 

Eip Van Winkle. 

By Washinoton Irviko. With Six Coloured Etchings on Steel, firom 
Drawings by Felix Darlxt of New York. Small 4to, extra boards, 
gilt edges, 5s. 

Kindness and Cruelty ; 

Or, the Adventures of Edward and Stephen. A Tale. Translated from 
the German of Dr. Psrder, Founder of the Munich Society tdt the 
Pievention of Cruelty to Animals. With Four Illustrations. In 1 6mo, Is. 

Little Story-Books. 

A New Series of Moral Tales for Young People, by popular Authors. 
With Frontispieces, &c. S2mo, in ornamental boards, 6d. each, 

1. The Little Emigrant's Birthday, by Georgina C. Munro. 

ITaja's Lesson-Book. 

With Ninety Pictures. Printed on strong cartridge paper. Bound in 
cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. ; or 5s. with coloured pictures. 

Also in Four Parts, price 6d, each plain; Is. coloured. 

1. Maja*s Alphabet. Twenty-six Pictures. 

2. Maja's Primer. Forty Pictures. 

3. Maja's Spelliko-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

4. Maja's Reading-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

Water-Colour Pictures by Eminent Artists. 

Printed by the Chromatic process in exact imitation of the originals. 
Mounted on Cardboard, price \s, each. 



1. The Village Dance. 

2. The Gleaners. 

S. The Cottage Door. 

4. The Nut-Gatherers. 

5. Cattle at the Stream. 

6. The Hawking Partt. 



By John Absolon. 

By William Lee. 

By John Absolon. 

By Edward H. Wehnert. 

By Harrison Weir, 

By Sir Edwin Landseer, R.A. 



Sacred Pictures by the Old Masters. 

Beautiflilly engraved on Wood, and printed with Tints in the best style. 
Imperial folio, price Is. each. 

1. Adoration of the Shepherds. By Rembrandt. 

2. The Holt Family. By Raphael d'Urbino. 
S. The Last Supper. By Leonardo da Vinci. 
4. The Descent from the Cross. By Rubens. 

"These four prints are highly honourable evidences of what our native 
wood>engravers can do, if they have fitting employment." — Athenaum, 

** Four of the most beautiftil wood-engravings that art has produced. All 
the finish and perfection of metal plates has been successftuly copied with 
the force and piquancy peculiar to wood-engravings." — AUha,. 
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Books for Young People, 




Indestrnctible Books for Children. 

OftioiMAL Sekxbs. Printed on cloth expressly prepared, price \s. each. 

IvDBBT&vcTiB LB Alphabet. Twenty «ix Pictures. 

, IvDESTRucTiBLB Primeb. Forty Pictures. 

i Ikdestructiblb Spbllino-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

Indestbuctiblb Reading-Book. Twelve l&rge Picturetj^ 

The ^destructible Lesson-Book. 

Conprising the above Four Parts strongly l>ound in one Volume, with 
. Vinety Pictures. Price 5s. 

ILarge Print Indestructible Books. 

Printed on cloth, expressly preparedt with Eight large Illustrations in 
each. Price 6d. each. 



1. The ABC Book. 

2. £Asr Words. 



8. East Spblliko. 
4. East Reading. 



The Large Print Indestructible Book. 

Comprising the above Four Books strongly hound in cloth. With Thirty- 
three large Illustrations. Price 2s. 6d. 



Watts's Divine and Moral Songs. 

Printed on Indestructible Cloth. With Twenty Illustrations. 
8vo, Is. cloth. 

Bertie's Indestructible Books for Children. 

Printed on cloth expressly prepared. Price 6d. each. 



Crown 



Pictures. 

1. Bertie's Horn-Book. 30 

2. Bertie's Word-Book. 14 

3. Bertie's Farm- Yard. 14 



Pictures. 

4. Bertie's WooDsiDE. 14 

5. Bertie's Wild Beasts. 14 

6. Bebtie's Bird-Book. 14 



Bertie's Indestructible Treasury. 

Comprising the above Six Books strongly bound in cloth. Price 3s. M. 

I Mavor's Primer. 

- Illustrated with Thirty-eight Engravings by John Gilbbbt. On In- 
V^ destructible Cloth, is., on Paper, Qd. ; coloured picturest Is. 

Indestructible Pleasure-Books. 

Printed in Colours on prepared Cloth. 



> 



1. Death of Cock Robin. 

2. Old Mother Hubbard. 



With Thirteen Pictures. 
With Fourteen Pictures. 



Illustrated by Harbison Weir and John Absolon. Price U. each, 
in ornamental cloth binding. Registered pursuant to 5 and 6 Vic. c. 100. 



LONDON: 
ADDEY AND CO., 21 OIiI> ^O^D STREET. 
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